"Hello, Bob/5

"What are you doing here?"

"You might not notice it but I am the dove with the olive
branch/' she said. "My father sends his regards and would
you care to have a little supper with us at the Waldorf?
You do care, don't you, Bob?"

" Certainly I care. Miss Mable. But I have an appointment
with some of the boys from the office."

"Chuck it, Bob. And don't Miss Mabel me. Why don't
you say'something?"

"What should I say?"

"Something nice. Thanks for the lovely flowers, for
instance. Or did you throw them into the dustbin?"

" Oh, didjou send me those violets? Thank you so much.
I wondered how they ever got into my dressing-room/'

"Didn't you read my lipstick letter?"

It dawned on Robert how those annoying, suspicious
spots had got on to his costume. He wished Mabel Carter
would go and leave him in peace just now.

"It was all one big muddle/3 he said with a trace of im-
patience in his voice.

"One big muddle, that's just what it is; everything is
one big muddle, one's whole life, everything, everybody,"
Mabel burst out, to Robert's great consternation. "Now
that you are going to be famous and everything could be so
wonderful, you have changed. My, how you have changed,
Bob! But it's no good you pretending you never cared for
me, I know you did. Say that you did care, say that you
still, do, even if all the women are crasy about you because
you are a tenor and when you make love to Carmen every
girl in the theatre thinks you are making love to her."

Mabel paused because she had got everything tangled up.
She took a deep breath and made a forward pass. " Or else
why did you kiss me. Bob?" she asked.
*   It is true, Robert Marsh had kissed girls before; he even